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incensed at the notion that he was at the old trick
of pandering to human weakness in his revelation of
truth, waved away what he called "this pleasant little
idea of the machine universe/' and added more crim-
son and black to his own picture of things. The
cottage resounded with the flushed and eager pair of
them, but the talk had gone little further before it
was time for them to be off, for they were catching
the 6.25 back to town, to end their happy week-end
jaunt with a pleasant little dinner somewhere.

I was genuinely sorry when they departed, roar-
ing down the road in farewell, for bereft of their high
spirits the cottage seemed vacant, lifeless. It is really
these evenings in late August that make the season,
or brief interlude between seasons, so depressing. The
long daylight has dwindled, but yet it is too early to
light lamps and draw curtains.  Fires are not to be
thought of, yet there is a chill in the air.   It is the
drear little interval between the two magics of summer
and autumn. Its long pallid face stares in at the case-
ment, whispering that something is ending for ever.
The sky looks like the window of an empty house.
In this light, dimming to a dusk without warmth and
kindness, Tchehov's people chatter quietly and break
their hearts. By the time the owls were hooting round
the eaves and the room was ghostly with moths, I was
more depressed than usual at such an hour and was
sorry that I had not pressed my friends to stay or
gone up to town with them, laughing and chattering
away, on the 6.25.   I saw them, in a wistful vision,